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The Lion and the Little Red Bird 

One afternoon, 
a little red bird saw a lion 
with a bushy green tail, 
as green as the forest. 
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TTFTÌ t^TT Flft ^TsTT ^TTI 

^ff tgg T7T ^tt ?ít - 
^°h<H ^FM ^ Hxlì 'íl'HÌ IFtl 
M^TT F ^dHÌ 3T^6Ì 3ÍR ■dl'j| 
■'Tf^' ^TFt FFt ^Tsft ^ftl 
?k ^ft fft ^ ^ft 
'ÌTadvT ®T|?T TpT ^fl 




The bird had never seen 
anything so unusual 
and so pretty. 

Just looking at it made her happy. 
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“^ft, TR," ftTpf 

fts? ift t?” 

?ft '3RT R^f fftfeRÍ ftftft TTRfT Rff Wl 
ftft ftRT % fftffRT 3TRRf iTRTf ft WTT TFf f| 

?ft ^ftéT TJftfftftTTI 
P+ft HlftO ■'TToff ciicrf TÉTT ft T ftTTI 
Tft ft Hlftíì ftTftT dì-à I 




“Lion, Lion!” she said. 

“Why is your tail so green?” 

The lion didn’t understand the bird’s language. 
He thought she was simply chirping. 

He smiled at her 
and wandered down 
to a field of orange flowers. 
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fFTT ^ TJcF wft try sft -jTTcTofì’ Iwf ktl 
?k s|i|d ^T rRT <5TT ídddì Fft M°h-é'ì 
kf fèlH, vi'Hch 4 Ì^-h 1^ 'tì-édl TFTI 
^tì fVfe^l ^ft W TR ^FT 3TT^PÍ f3TTI 
$ddl ^tr k wr kí ^rf I 

TkMH k' TJT^T ^fft HRTÍt ^ fkr§T| kk èFÍtl 
^T tÌT ^TT FRfft tk ^tt 3Tk ^TTTcTT TFT 
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The bird watched him roll and sniff 
and chase butterflies, 
then slowly walk west with the setting sun 



3ìfc fTTT 3TTfct TjqiT fc' ^TqTT TFTTI 
MfS v TI ^ TJÌ fctl 
m t TRT ^ T3=F fc^ T7T fc^T TfRTFÍ oT r ft I 
òif ?fc ófft ^ ^rr ^nrr fc@prr ^rrFrft fcti 

M<fc fcfc 3H MHÌ TJMTT fc' fc <s|lè< fct ' í fct fì c b<rll I 

fTT%q; fHÍ§ v Ti fc fc^ tr rtr fcfíMT wm\ 
IfciT TRT ^ft òff ^fct fc ^<M c b=b< fct ^Tf I 




and disappear into a cave. 

The bird waited on a tree nearby. 

She wanted to see the lion’s green tail again. 
But the lion did not come out of the cave, 
so the bird made herself a soft nest 
and slept through the warm starry night. 



TÍ 3 -|H t ÍÌ ^ TÍ 
■'TiTTTRT ÌT3TT rgf , r ^ fRT^TN 
^ET^ft ^ 3T5f fft ’Tsff, TT^tT ^RPRÍt FT cfft - 
Wff ttff ^TRnt, fcTcrfcT^ff 

C\ 7 

ffcft wff, TéT^ TJT^T ■^TÍf TTjffl 
U ÌR, ÍK," Mf§ v TI “iWf ^ TTTff TTf' t?” 

Tff ^trt Tfr Rnrff wi 

TF P r Tfe > TÍ Tf ^TsRFR ffTTf ^TTTTT 
3Tfc feR TTffef T R ^ Ml 
Tfí ^ 1TT ^ f?RsR RT ^TI 




In the morning the lion came out, 
swishing his tail - 

which was no longer green, but orange as a flower, 
orange as a butterfly, 
orange as the setting sun. 

“Lion, Lion!” the bird chirped, astonished. 

“Why is your tail so orange?” 

Again, the lion did not understand the bird. 

He smiled at her 
and climbed over the hill 
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f ì\m RT 3TRTHR ^ 

Rfà T°FT RtRf ^fcr «ft aftl 

■?k ^ 3Tfcl xfsif cfít 8ÍCFH ffcTFÍ ^ feR 
fTtoT qft cfè ■'TPÍf ‘jf' sjfcfTI 
frfe^i w rrt ^ z^z^f oTnro; im\ t#i 
fR Wí ffc %TsR fc RcR°FT 
■'TfTSt fc fctfc 3TRRt xpTT fc' 3TRTTI 
MtRT RTTT fcf 1 te TR 3Tfcí fcfcrfct fc' 3TRRT ^ èPTtl 
?fc ^ft ■'J^ Hlfíì Hofì ì|f? 



^tt ^ ^nfc fc 3 tz^' omnrfc ^Ffti 




and up the mountain 
to a deep blue lake 
beneath a bright blue sky, 
where he soaked his tired paws 
while the bird watched nearby. 
At the end of the day 
the lion climbed 
back down the mountain, 
over the hill, 
and home to his cave. 

The bird settled down in the tree, 
wondering, as the sky darkened, 
about the lion and his orange tail. 



IpTi? kt 

°Fk HTT FT "FTT 2ni 

<i'H«=hì 3M H K J íì Hft ^ftl 
HTT FT 3M TF6T50T 3TFFTH ^TTT HÌW ^TTI 
Tp 3M TFrét ^ fkkH hh TRf ktnt kti 
“^k, kk,” fkféFT Hc>TcT 'á , 

“ (jH-ì 3H MHÌ ^ H>T FT HK J ÍÌ k HÌdl ^ k ®K<rll? 
^HT Tp ^ftf HT^r i\?" 




But in the morning 
the lion’s tail was no longer orange. 

It was as blue as a the brightest blue sky, 
blue as the deep mountain lake where he’d soaked his paws. 
“Lion, Lion!” the bird chirped, enchanted. 

“How did your tail change from orange to blue? 

Are you a magician?” 
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?ÌT fRTTRI 

3?fc fHT TTcF HTóft kf 3Tk RIoTI 

frrst 4' RTHTtk, kr w\ ki 

4' ^ k, T R k T=fRT T^l 
“?k,” M^n ff RRrà fq; rfrffI, 

“kr Rf f % TsTFTT «ft tl 

TTT k THT HTC; HTP^ RH # fR cfteRTl” 
■?k f%rffRÍ kf ^kft ‘ÍTtTfT Hft' Ml 
RF krk fRTRRII 




The lion just smiled 
and ambled over to a bush 
full of shiny red berries. 

They were beautiful berries, but very sour. 
“Lion,” the bird chirped, making a face, 
“these berries are still too sour to eat! 
Why don’t you pick them when they are ripe?” 
The lion just smiled, 
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ofF -srTcr cft IFFTfT w, 

"FT TRt TTTT H^ì crllcrl f^Tf^TT ^TT 
■c|£-c|£HI ^Ti|cT Wi 3TFTTI 
Tjff ?k cftecTT TFTI 

WN MfHI WT p£ TtcT TÍ 
^ #5f ^cTCcít Tftl 




thinking how much he liked 
the bird’s chirping company. 

All afternoon the iion picked berries 
while the bird nibbled sunflower seeds nearby. 
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4H tí ff 

^ft ^il-áì ^TT °bíd TpT J NI I 
Mprr ^ ^t RTTor^rpft fr 
TPT =bíi ^ft 3HMHÌ -ciTh ft ■dÌH c b< Pl°blQll I 
TJR5T tídr) Ft ?k 3HH r íì íèoTlc) ^ 
^PTTT Tprrr fr pr TPTTI 
Mprr 3TPt 4' 3T1TPT ^ èRtl 

=bd ?k Í=b-H TTT ^ft Ftfft? 

Mprr srz^' wtò wj\\ 

^TFT fr RraToT TJ# ?tl 
TH°bT 3x1< ^TTFRt ^ftl 




Once, when the lion stepped on a thorn, 
the bird pulled it out for him. 

At sundown, the lion swished his tail good-bye 
and returned to his cave. 

The bird settled down in her nest. 

She wondered what color the lion’s tail 
would be in the morning. 

She wished he would answer her questions. 
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TTcf qfft T3°F 'H i lH 0 h <J4>H 3TRTT I 
HÌ«K 3TT4t Hdì , s|l<d J l<4 
H^THHT fèTSTcft ^FFfftl 
%3i\m ^rfeì M^tt 4" 
4ìtt^ °F>t 'afflmi tt|i 
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During the night a storm came. 
Thunder crashed and lightning flashed, 
Rain swept away the bird’s nest. 




fTFfft ^T^T t^ TfFBT 
■?k ^TT f3TT 3Tq^ft Tjt^ ^ ^TTFT 3TFTTI 
m W k ỲW ^ ^TT tRTTI 
cTFÍ ■'TT tM, ^St, TTpft ff 
TFFf faffZfT ^T k òFTFT T# ktl 
■?k k Tfkf fcffe^TI ^rt 
TTT^^TFÍt k 3T C FÍ L MÌ k 36NI I 
fkT òlF frfé'^l 3T^ 
fTTT ^ 3Tfr k TFTTI 




Hearing the noise, the lion rushed out 
and reached up into the tree 
where the bird crouched, shivering and scared. 
He lifted her down 
and carried her into his cave, 
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3T^ 3 M 3^ Vfft «ftl 
^PT Tf*ft T^TTCt TCT 
t^tc t#T f^TTC Wt $ - 




The cave was warm 
and colorful. 

The walls were filled 
with pictures 
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TrTT ^PM! ^! 

"4iX' l MI'|! WT! 

^eR^ÌqTT 'TtoTT 3TRmH! 
# ffteT! 




of green forests, orange flowers, 
butterflies, sunsets, 
a bright blue sky, 
and a deep blue lake. 
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^!” rnsm Tprt 3 

^T ^ ^FT auf? 

%TFÍ ^TPTÍ?” 

?k WTT ^TFTTI 

■áTrl^ 3 hhìÌ ^ ^ dld TJT 

òn^ ^T t=T' Mqíl 

Í4>< ^’H’ì 3HMHÌ ^ tt, 

■^T ^>t ^HI'SÌ TT -c| ^ -c| ^ I cfì qTTqT TTT pFt 
T=FT T^t' ■fafèifl ^TT f%TW ^FTFTTI 




“Lion, Lion!” the bird chirped, delighted. 
“How did these pictures get here?” 
The lion smiled, 
dipped his tail into a bowl 
of shiny red berry juice, 
and painted a picture of the bird, 
chirping on a berry bush. 

The bird sang while he painted. 
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pcM ®|Hldl T?T 
3^ fTífeifl ^xr^Tdì Tftl 
°Fk? ft T^fl" 3fk 
fflt ^ T ft?T J lldì Tftl 
?ÌT ? sjddl d'dKI H6oì 

^TsTT 2fTI 

Mìptt ^ M TfPR 

?ft ft5T-Tf%T ftt Ml 
TfTF cPTT TJWT TPTTI 




She sang a song without any questions, 
full of color and joy. 

The lion had never heard anything so unusual 
and so pretty. 

Just listening made him happy. 

In the morning, the storm was past. 
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TJT'Tf fM ft Mdì ' C R 3-|H r íì 
TfT wf f^Rrf fsr#^ eFITI 

3TF5f Tjs|£ ?ÌR òff)' ^Tf frj qJTqJ ?J|| 

H^l f^TftpTT '^ft fft "^ft ^ 
qTìqT Ftf ^TT TTTR 3T^ RcfT ?TTI 
M^TT 3TRTT Tffr TjRft Tft| 

■R?" TÍfsf TFt sft, 

“ 3TF5f TRT ^tr ^f-TTf fWW 'SRI'ifTl?” 

□ 




The world shone fresh and bright. 
The lion’s tail was berry red, 
and the little bird knew why. 
She sang her happiest song 
and wondered what 
the lion would paint 
that night. 
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TF ^iT J'l 4-4 4 ^TT ?TTI MíH TjíJ ìt 4 SfT . f 1 F 7 ’ 

iM l ll TT^ • f^F 7 MIMMHT ■íl'il yf 7 'iMl WT ?TT 7F TjíJ ^> 
'MH lílT ^T <14- ~W. 4IiH % f<i", TFT HTrT f-JÍ'pMI ^tH íftl A r A 

w -Jf wt frjf^Ti íf bttf ìt s*i tfí hhímh tttt 

f5> TpjT TRI fa>< TÍT Si«*> XHi ^>T 41 hi ^ ' 7 7TI 





